CHAPTER VII

JANUARY slipped away with no special existence,
the days melting into one another without yester-
days or to-morrows.

'They say in prison, where you lose all sense of
time, it passes much more quickly. No events to hold
you up. Is it like that when you are going to have a
baby?"

"I1 suppose it is/'

The thawed fields were wet with hidden fertility.

Under the clumps of elms appeared constellations
of snowdrops. Under the hedges tiny violets nestled
and peeped.

The wintry sun, tired of the modest light he had
shed all day, turned into a crimson bomb uncon-
nected with the air, before exploding the sky into a
conflagration of sunset.

"A winter sunset/' Lisa said, "is like a storm at
sea. A blazing storm which subsides into quiet ruffles
of waves/*

The greys of the Cotswold country shimmered
dimly into one another. The puddles on the roads
caught and kept what light there was, like metal
reflectors.
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